CHAPTER SEVEN
WERENDONK NOTICED THAT HE WAS FALLING INTO
thought again instead of doing his accounts; he was
already weeks behind with them, for perpetually he
was obliged to put down his pen and wonder what
decision to come to about the boy. He turned
the wick lower, because the light, shining on the
papers spread out over the table, was too bright
for him. He picked up the cash-book, followed
the amounts with his finger, and estimated, as he
had done so many times before, how long it would
be before everything was paid off. This period
coincided more or less with the number of years
that Floris would require for his studies. He had
always hoped, too, that when the boy had to begin
earning his living, he would be freed from the
disgrace attached to his name. It had remained
a disgrace, although the Bankruptcy Acts had
changed that too, and it would go on being so
regarded by all those who had claims. But in five
or six years' time no blot would remain on Floris's
name.
The window was pushed right up ; it was raining
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